CHAPTER FIVE

A QUARREL1 AND ITS CONSEQUENCES
ON   THE   AFTERNOON   OF   AUGUST   20,   1863,   TOM
Miller burst into the office of Division Superintendent
Andrew Carnegie, his Irish blood boiling.
"Look what that damned Dutchman has done!" he
exclaimed, flourishing a copy of the Pittsburgh Evening
Chronicle. "Just look at this!" He indicated an adver-
tisement in bold, black type reading:
NOTICE
IS HEREBY GIVEN THAT
THOMAS N. MILLER is not a member of our firm,
nor has he any authority to transact business on our
account.
KLOMAN & CO.
"That damned Dutchman" was Andrew Kloman,
founder, manager and part owner of a flourishing iron
mill, known as the Iron City Forge, at Twenty-ninth
Street, Pittsburgh. On a wave of war-time prosperity,
this plant had grown from a tiny axle-fashioning forge
in Girty's Run, a dingy outskirt of Millvale, Duquesne
Borough.
While Carnegie and his flushed caller sit at the
former's desk, let us have a look at the evolution of that
small forge. For, with its wheezy engine and single
small, crude, wooden trip-hammer, it, nevertheless,
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